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V T? V V ? V V Cnn't Make I Mm Tak m llatli.
Lansir. Mteh.. May V. The lie-alt-

board of the lllaue of Dansville has
made an orth r. pr pared ly Prosecutor
MeArthur. prohibiting Ceore 11.

Wright, the hermit of the village, from
appearing in pulilie plat es or drinking
at the pulilie fountain. The old man
is alllieted with a earner, and allows
so much tilth to accumulate about him
that a delegation of citizens camo to
this city a f.nv days ao to implore
the aid of tb. state in compelling blm
to take a bith. Confronted by the
emergency presented, Michigan found
herself powerless. Prosecutor McAr-tl.u- r

Is not too confident that his or-

der will have the desired effect. He
ays lie has found no statute making

bathing mandatory. The courts may
be called upon to settle the matter, as
Wright has Ignored all piotests against
his contumacy.

Itlood Knrsi(i m Io,
Northvllle. Mleh., May -- . A savage

bulldog, belonging to the family, at-

tacked Miss Myrtle Crampton, tore a
gash in her lip, and finally bit her
ankle severely when Mrs. Crampton
dragged the animal away from the
girl's throat. Mrs. Crampton was bit-

ten In the hand in defending the girl,
who fainted. The cause of the attack
was that Mis Crampton forgot to
speak to the dog as she entered the
kitchen for water lor a nose bleed.
Attracted by the scent of blood, and
taking her for a stranger, he leaped
upon her and bore her to the Moor.
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TOHUJIBILIi
MI fl nd Thed ford' niaok-Dra- a rht
food medicine for liver dise&ae.

It cured my on after be bad pent
flOO with doctors. It it all the med-
icine I take." MILS. CAROLINE
MAUTIN, Parkeriburg, W. Va,

If vour liver does not act reo- -
ularly go to your druggist and
secure a package of Thedford'i
Illack-Draug- and take a dose
tonight. This great family
medicine frees the constipated
bowels, etirs up the torpid liver
and causes a healthy Becretion
of hile.

Thedford's Black - Draught
will cleanse the bowels of im-

purities and strengthen the kid-
neys. A torpid liver invites
colds, biliousness, chills and
fever and all manner of sick-
ness and contagion. Weak kid-
neys result in Dright's disease
which claims as many victims
as consumption, A
package of Thedford's Mack-Draug- ht

should always be kept
in the house.

"I used Thedford's Iilack-Drarjg-

for liver and kidney com- -

filaintx and found nothing to excel
COFFMAN, Mar-blehea- d,

111.

PARKER'S
HAIR BALSAM

ClfUurt fci'd bruutilief the hair.
Proraotra s Iniuriant powth.
Never F1U to Beitore Grj
Hair to ita Youthful Color.

Cure araip i (tim-- i a Lair tailing,
iiw. and 1 at Dnj'Ti"

MINNEAPOLIS

AND ST. PAUL

New line from Chicago via
Kockford, Freeport, Dubu-
que, Waterloo and Albert
Lea. Fine service and fast
"Limited" night train, with
Stateroom anil Open-sectio- n

Sleeping Car, Uutl'et-Librar- y

Car and Free Declining
Chair Car through without
change. Dining Car Serv-
ice. A. II. HANSON, (i. V. A.

Chicage

Protect your ldas. Con

PATENTS Miltation liee. iltj.t-.--
t on siMTtss. Km. i.MlLoH. STKVKNK Co.,

i4th St. Wastiinnton. I. C.

ir tm n dr. v i ir ir mi 1

Id
men are prisoners of disease as securely
were confined behind the bar. Many

Over-Wor- k Weakens
Your Kidneys.

Unhealthy Kidneys Make Impure Blood.

All the blood in your body passes through
your kidneys once every three minutes.

The kidneys are your
blood purifiers, they fil-

ter out the waste or
impurities in the blood.

If they are sick or out
cf order, they fail to do
their work.
Pains, aches and rheu-

matism come from ex-

cess cf uric acid in the
blood, due to neglected

kidney trouble.
Kidney trouble causes quick or unsteady

heart beats, and makes cne feel as though
they had heart trouble, because the heart is
over-worki- in pumping thick, kidney-poisone- d

blood through veins and arteries.
It used to be considered that only urinary

troubles were to be traced to the kidneys,
but now modern science proves that nearly
all constitutional diseases have their begin-
ning in kidney trouble.

If you are sick you can make no mistake
by first doctcring your kidneys. The mild
and the extraordinary effect cf Dr. Kilmer's
Swamp-Roo- t, the great kidney remedy is
soon realized. It stands the highest for its j

wonderful cures cf the most distressing cases
and is sold on its merits j'- -

by an druggists in titty- - rnT7 vrxya.Jl.ir.'.-- H

es. You ma have a
sample bottle by mail iiom ct swan.tt-Koot-.

free, also pamphlet telling ycu how to find
out if you have kidney cr bladder trouble.
Mention this paper when writing Dr. Kilmer
8c Co., Binghamton, 11. Y.

Don't make any mistake, but remember
the name, Swamp-Koo- t. Dr. Kilmer's
Swamp-Root- , and the address, Dingham-ton- ,

X. Y., on every bottle.
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r.nd the band sergeant down on him
all the time, uivl he knows more"

"What news?" asked Mrs. Malone
Impatiently, and Holmes stood wait-
ing.

"Why, the order was read out at re-

treatdishonorable discharge, forfeit-
ing all pay and allowance and so on,
and three years in Leavenworth."

"Three years In Leavenworth," cried
Mrs. Malone "three years! Well, well!
Did ye hear that. Sergeant Holmes?
There's many a thing will be forgotten
In three years, Holmes."

IUit Holmes was already striding
away through the gathering dusk.

Holmes turned his back on the post
and strode out across the bjuffs toward
the river. For a long, long time now he
had been used to taking these solitary
evening walks, rain or shine, to tire
out the passion In his breast. Scarred,
alone In the world since he remembered
anything, he had never loved a living
thing until now, and, having loved with
all the might of a rushing, long sup-
pressed flood, he found he had dashed
himself against a rock. He had tonight
but one clear thought In his throbbing
head. Noel Faval was out of the way-o- ut

of the way out of the way! The
words sang In his ears. It gave him a
chance. For the slim lad Faval he had
nothing but contemptuous pity. He
was out of the way. His bewitching
music, his big brown eyes, his slender,
graceful form, would be heard and seen
no more. That fancy would be forgot-
ten, and he (Holmes) would have an-

other chance. So mused the sergeant,
and the devil of bitterness gradually
gave place to the angel of hope, and at
last by the bank of the river he came
upon the girl. She was lying in the
grass, her face buried in her arms, her
black hair lMse and her whole form
shaken with great sobs. Holmes drop-
ped on one knee beside her and dared,
in his agitation, to lay his hand on her
head.

"Katy!" he said. "Katy, dear!"
She sprang up. Her great black eyes

gleamed angrily on him. She clinched
her hands.

"What do you want here?" she sob-

bed. "Can't you leave me alone? I hate
you! It is you who did this!"

He hung his head passively and quiv-
ered.

"What have I done to make you hate
me, Katy?" he slowly whispered. "You
didn't use to before Faval came."

"And you arrested him!"
"Why did not the fool go away at

once? What could I do? I was de-

tailed. It was my duty."
"And now they have sentenced him

to three years him! He will die in the
prison with those wretches; he will have
no music, nothing. It is horrible! You
have killed him. killed that boy!"

"Do you love him so much?"
The girl flushed in the starlight.
"What is that to you? I pity him."
A flash of renewed hope sprang from

his heart to his eyes. Pity need not be
love. For a moment his sight grew
dim, and the next he was at her feet,
clutching her dress.

"Katy," he cried, "it is done! It was
his own fault. Forget him. He can-

not have learned to love you as I have
loved you for years. Listen, listen!
Don't go away!"

The girl was in vain struggling to re-

lease her dress, frightened now.
"I am all the men say I am, per-

haps," he cried, "surly and all that,
but listen you are the cause. For
love of you and thinking of you I keep
alone. From the horror of losing you
I am sometimes half mad. Listen to
me now and tell me: Will ever any
man love you as I love? Will any one
do for you what I would do?"

"Leave me, leave me!" she cried, but
he clung to her.

"I cannot charm you and bewitch
you with a pretty face and music, like
Faval." he went on, unheeding her.
"Hut I am a man and a true man. I
claim that. Try me. Tell me what
to do to prove how much I love you.
Whatever it Is I shall do it."

The girl's thoughts all the evening
had dwelt on one thing alone her be-

wildered, anxious, wild thoughts. They
were yet in her mind, and now they
formed themselves, as at a word of
command, into a resolve. She whis-
pered to the man at her feet:

"Do you love me so much?"
"I cannot tell how much."
"And you would do all you say for

me, for love of me?"
"Anything!" he cried, rising In a pas-

sion of hope and seizing her hands.
"Save him!" she cried.
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Quick Arrest.
.7. A. Gullcpgo of Verbena, Ala., was

twice in the hospital from a severe case
of piles causing 21 tumors. After doctors
and ail remedies failed, IJucklen's Arnica
Salve quickly arrested further inflamma-
tion and cured him. It conquers aches
and kills pain. 2Tc. at Longwell linn.,
druggists. m
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Work of tins or any Ke, entitled
'X. The Science of Mf, or Self--
X Preservation.
A Library Edition. Full Gilt. 870 pp.. with
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By P. Y. BLACK
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Her black eyes plowed with passion
and purpose. There seemed little In
them to respond to the dreaminess of
the lad's. Yet now she threw her arm
round his neck and patted his cheek
affectionately, protectlngly.

"I believe you love your violin more
than you do me," she whispered. "What
an Idea, Noel, It was for you to enlist.
I always hated a deserter, but with
you- -it is different."

"I am free," he cried In exultation.
"Not quite yet," she said, petting his

cheek as if he were a child, and then
opened her basket.

"Eat now," she said, "and I will tell
you all I have heard. I don't think
they would even bother to send out
after you If it were not for Lieutenant
Wynn, the adjutant. It is not as if you
were a trooper In the ranks. You play
the flddle very beautifully nrxl the cor- -

net in the band fairly well; but, you
know, an ablebodied private Is worth
five of you."

"Katy!"
"Not to me, dear," she whispered;

"no. They would let you go, but you
Insulted the adjutant" j

"No."
"Well, you told him the nasty truth,

which Is the same thing, and you know j

what he Is. I am afraid when he finds
you missing at tattoo he will send out
n detail. That Is why I said you must
be off at once. I have mapped out your
road. You have plenty of money, but
you ought to leave the violin behind."

"I couldn't," said he quietly.
"Very well," she said, "but look."
From the bottom of the basket 6he

took out some citizen's clothes.
"Of course you won't keep to the

trails," she said, "but even on the plain
until you reach the railroad you must
not wear the uniform."

"You are my angel," he said. "I nev-

er thought of it. I Just wished to
go away, to be alone with the violin,
far from those those fellows to be
free."

"I know, dear," she said sympathet-
ically "I know. The army is no place
for you. Now you must be off."

"Katy," he said, "couldn't you come,
too-no- w, I mean?"

She shook her head and laughed.
"When you are settled down, wher-

ever it is, write, and I will come. I
promise, Noel."

"My dearest, it won't be long."
I'.efore the last note of taps had died

sadly away in the hills there was si-

lent bustle at the stables. Sleepy and
growling men were throwing the sad-

dles on the horses and leading them
out until half a troop was formed. As
they came Corporal Ilealy turned to
the sergeant in charge.

"An' what the divil's eatin' the adju-
tant now, sergeant?" he asked, with a
yawn.

"Deserter," said the sergeant briefly
"Faval of the band."
Ilialy swore gently.
"A bandsman, the wee man that

plays the fiddle! Is it him we're mak-l- n'

all this fuss about? llegab an' be-go-

there's been ten good men taken a
walk in the year, an' we let 'em go, an'
now we're after a half built man, a
tiddler, whin the blankets is hungry
fur us. Let him go."

"So say I," said the sergeant sullen-
ly. "Prepare to mount! Mount! Right
by twos, march! No talking."

They left the post and silently trot-
ted down the road to the creek. There
they advanced by files and crossed to
the island. One by one they disap-
peared in the shadows of the scrub
oaks.

"Katy, Katy," said the deserter, "I
am free, yet not free. Until you come
to me my heart must still be In the post
with you."

He had eaten, had been in the thicket
and changed his clothes had received
his last instructions from the girl on the
road he should go, and now they were
standing again in the moonlight, and
hi arms were round her.

They stayed a little while yet, and
from across the creek came the hoarse
voices of the sentries on post, "Half
past 10, and all's well!"

"Now, Noel, now. You must have a
pood start. They won't go after you
until morning, and by that time you
should have bought a horse and be well
on the way to the railroad. Good by,
dear; good by I What? Listen! What
was that?"

They separated suddenly and stood,
lips apart, listening. Down the island
were a crushing of leaves and a crash-
ing of branches and the snort of a
horse. The deserter's face blanched,
and he threw his arms up despairingly.

"Already!" he cried. "They have sus-
pected it already!"

The girl's face, too, was white, but
she did not despair.

"Quick!" she whispered. "Make for
the canyon-t- he mountain! Quick! They
will only search tle Island! Quick!
Quick! Fly! Oh. Noel, fly!"

He hesitated; he was bewildered.
"Hut where," he cried "where is my

violin?"
She took It from the rock and gave It

him impatiently.
"Fly!" she said. "Oh. quick, quick,

quick!"
The trampling of the horses was now

distinctly heard and the command of
Sergeant Holmes, "To ten yard, close
distance!" The plrl pushed her lovir

from her, and at last he went. She
turned and ran back to the creek. She
sank down with a cry of despair. From
the upper end of the Island came the
noise of more horses, of another com-

mand in another voice, that of Adju-
tant Wynn.

She listened breathlessly, and soon
she heard a sharp challenge: "Who
goes there? Halt, or you'll be tired up-

on! Faval?"
There were a pause, a momentary

scuflle and a petulant, boyish cry of
rage. Then came the otllcer's quiet,
searching voice;

"Got him? Ah, I fancy he must be
cold lying out here. Take hlra to the
guardhouse, sergeant, where he can
get warm."

The pirl, white and trembling, slipped
silently across the stepping stones.

"You fool," said Sergeant Holmes to
his prisoner. "You should have been
miles away. What made you hang
nroi 'jd here? Do you suppose I wished
to catch you?"

The unhappy musician looked up at
the grim sergeant's scarred and ugly
face wrathfully.

"You are farther away from her than
ever now," he said.

Mrs. Malone's moods were at most
times uncertain, but for weeks she had
been without even a temporary relapse
Into amiability unless indeed toward
the morose and taciturn. Sergeant
Holmes, Katy Malone, her daughter,
and First Sergeant Malone, her hus-

band, found It more comfortable to be
out of the house as much as possible.
It was a month after the capture of
Noel Faval when Mrs. Malone found
herself alone with Holmes. That hap-

pened frequently. The sergeant's visits
to Katy's home were the gossip of the
post, for Holmes was not popular; ev-

ery one knew that his face was honor-
ably scarred by an Indian knife, but
chiefly because of his gloom, his unso-
ciability and the sudden storms of
passion which convulsed him when
crossed. Fifteen years in the service,
he had never made a friend and, the
men said, had saved the greater part
of his pay. They added that his sav-
ings were the sole reason he was wel-

comed In the house of Mother Malone.
"She's the divil lv a darter, sargeant,

so she Is," said Mrs. Malone in tears,
"an ungrateful child, so she is. Luk
what I've done fur her scraped an
saved, an' saved an' scraped, an' sint
her at last to the convint to be eddi-cate- d

an' made a lady. It's yerself,
sergeant, knows that same, sure, an'
grateful Is Michael Malone an' mesilf
fur the help ye gave. We're not

an' it'll be paid back"
"I wish you would say nothing about

it," said Holmes uneasily.
Mrs. Malone wiped her eyes and

raised her linger.
"Ye 'ave been a good friend to Mike

an' me an' Katy," she said, "an niver
a lad shall have the girl wid my lave
save yerself, Holmes, so there, an' the
wee tiddler's out iv the way anyhow.
Should we be after hearin' the sintlnce
of the court martial, sergeant?"

"The sentence? Faval? Any day
now," Holmes said.

"It'll be two years fur sure," she
went on, "maybe four, fur sp'akin
back to the adjutant himself. Two
years in the prison at Leavenworth
will give Mistress Katy time to furget
him. Ye must be patient. Holmes, an'
fur the bit iv money ye've lint me"

"Hang the money!" cried Holmes,
Jumping to his feet. "Do you want
me to wait two years for her, two
years more? Have 1 been coining here
so often for years and yet you cannot
understand? Mrs. Malone, Mrs. Ma-

lone, I can't wait I can't wait longer.-Sinc-

she was a child at the post
school I've loved her, and God knows
that I'd give my life for her, to do the
smallest tiling she bid me the small-
est. She liked me once. She was
learning to love me I know it, but this

tills tiling, this half French fiddler
bewitched her. And now you want
me to wait two years. I can't. I 1

love her. I worship her. I Fin burn-
ing up. I'm mad about her!"

He frightened Mother Malone. He
dropped back In his chair, hiding his
face in his hands. Tears trickled
through his fingers, and his big form
shook. Mrs. Malone, calloused and
withered by the long struggle of years,
was not yet so hardened as not to be
touched by the man's naked avowal.

"Whatever the boys says, Holmes,"
she said softly, "an' they're an ig'runt
lot lv min, ye're a good man an' a true
man, an' Katy ye'll have if her mother
has got a word to say."

The door burst open, and a young-
ster came rushing in with a shout lit-

tle Herman of the. band, son of the
leader and the delight and terror of the
post.

"Mother Malone," he shouted, "have
you any eggs? I want six eggs With
fried ham. Cut it thick. And have you
any biscuits? Give us some strong cof-
fee, too, with lots of milk, and charge
it to me till pay day. Supper was ro-
ttenmush and molasses. Hello, Ser-
geant Holmes!','

"Ye rat!" cried Mrs. Malone. "Six
eggs, he says, an' cut the ham thick!
An' him stuffed full of mush and mo-
lasses! Come here, ye wee divll, till I

spank ye."
The boy was used to varied marks

of affection, but he kicked vehemently
ns Mother Malone caught him up, lift-
ed him high and kissed him loudly on
eacli cheek.

"That's a nice way to behave to the
men!" he cried as he was let down,
rubbing his blushing cheeks. "What
would Malone say If I told him?"

"Eli! Hark to him!" laughed Moth-
er Malone as she began to crack eggs
on the edge of the frying pan. "Is
there any news about Faval, Her-
man?"

Holmes was on the threshold, pass-
ing out, but turned to listen.

"Faval? Yev. It's a shame. No won-

der he ran away, with th adjutant
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girl looked up at the sky

THE She kept In the
as much as possible,

but the moon tonight was at
the full, the ky was nearly cloudless,
and thus her errand was rendered the
more perilous. It was June, yet far above
the Bmall plateau on which the army
post was built snow lingered on the si-

lent mountain peaks. These glimmered
In the moonlight of a silvery whiteness,
Illusive and unearthly, as if the great
and solemn summits were now, while
men slept, the watching place of guard-Ia- n

angels. The mountains leaped sud-

denly from the plateau, blackly bowl-

der flanked, with depths of dark and
lowering woods. In a still deeper black
.was marked the line of the canyon's
descent, where the melting snows of
thousands of winters had bitten Into
the rock with deathless ferocity. At one
solitary point upon that inky line the
girl noted where the moonbeams
gleamed upon a cataract, whose foam
sparkled in the light, a diamond set in
ebony. Thence the waters tumbled
down until, from the roar of rage, their
tired voices softened and sank to the
querulous babble of the creek as it ran
below the bank on which she stood.

The girl delayed cautiously in the
shadow of the last house on the creek's
side within the limits of the iost. At
last there fell upon her anxious ears
the call of the trumpeter at the adju-

tant's otlice, almost immediately fol-

lowed by the bugles at the flagstaff,
with the first call for tattoo. She ran
to the edge of the shadow, then tripped
across the stepping stones and van-

ished in the woods which covered the
Island formed by the forking of the
stream Just above the post.

It stretched a mile in length, of vary-
ing breadth. Over its whole surface
spread a tangle of thicket and scrubby
oaks, so that even by daylight a wan-
derer would be completely hidden in its
recesses from the people of the post.
I'.y night a battalion could have scat-
tered over it and remained unsuspect-
ed. The girl pushed her way boldly
forward, undeterred by the silence of
the thickets, the solitude and the dark-
ness. She followed a rough and stony
path as If she were certain of her road.
Still, when she readied a little spring,
which bubbled in a clear space just be-

side the path, she hesitated, put down
the basket she had been carrying on
her arm, and bent forward, listening in-

tently; but from the tliicUet about her
no sound came. The girl put her tin-

kers in her mouth like a boy, and from
her lips came one long, soft whistling
note. A bird sprang from a bush near
her and aroused some others by its
flight; otherwise there was no response.
The girl stamped her foot angrily.

"lie lias gone without seeing me,"
she muttered, and her lip quivered.
She picked up the basket and started to
go back, when slif paused again. Fron
the center of the island there floated
through the night the music of a violin.
The girl's face instantly changed from
anger to. relief and Joy. She left the
path and run in the direction of the

She snatched away the bow.

music. In a minute or two she had
reached the player and thrown one arm
about his neck, while with the other
she snatched away the bow.

"You foolish boy," she whispered,
"they will hear you across the creek.
"Why did you bring the violin anyhow?
They will track you all the better if
you arc seen carrying It."

"Could I go without it?" he asked In
surprise. "Did you whistle? What
time is it. Katy? Listen-tap- s."

They were silent, clasping each oth-
er's hands until the call ended. The
.violin player sighed.

"I shall never hear It again," he said,
"I hope."

"Well." said the girl practically. "If
you don't want to hear th bugles
again you must be off at once."

"Not yet. Katy. dear." lie said. "Hive
me the bow. and I will play you a fare-
wellno, not a farewell, only a song to
the time when we will meet again."

The girl shook her head and held the
bow away from his reaching hand. The
moonlight burst through the leaves
above and shone upon them. lie was
In the army uniform. His cap bore the
band's device. He was very young, al-

most a boy. His form was slight. His
smooth face was lit up by two great,
faiaway, brown eyes. The girl was dif-

ferent. Ilcr willful face was strong.
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to deceive you in this. Counterfeits, Imitations and

Just-as-oo- d 99 are but. Kxperimeiits, and endanger tho
health of Children Experience, against Kxpcriincnt.

What is CASTORIA
Castoria is a harmless substitute for Castor Oil, Pare-
goric, Drops and Soothing Syrups. It is I'leasant. It
contains neither Opium, Morphine nor other Narcotic,
substance. Its age is its guarantee. It destroys Worms
and allays l'Vvei-ihness- . It cures Diarrlwra and "Wind
Colic. It relieves Teething Troubles, cures Constipation
ami Flatulency. It assimilates the Food, regulates tho
Stomach and fcowcls. giving healthy and natural sleep.
Tho Children's Panacea The Mother's Friend.

Tlie Kind You Have Always Bought
Bears tho

In Use For
MC ftNTU dfcfopftNV. TT

k The I'eabo.iy Medical Intltnt has many
ijc Imitators, but no equals. Huston Herald.
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